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£I ought to tell you that I am not alone at my inn, and it
is alone that I must speak with you. . . .'
ll must first know that you are not with a band of thieves*
But why that deep-drawn sigh?'
CI am ashamed to say I am with a woman/
*A woman! and you a priest!'
Torgive me; I was blinded by love and passion. I prom-
ised to marry her at Geneva. I dare not return to Venice,
for I took her from her father's house.'
cAnd what do you propose to do at Geneva? They would
not have you there; they would turn you out in three days-
Come, we will go to your inn; I am curious to see the gir?.
you have deceived. You can tell me your story afterwards.*
We went upstairs, into a miserable attic, where was a very
young girl, tall, dark, handsome, and sprightly, who spoke
proudly and without a trace of embarrassment.
cAre you the brother of this liar?5 she said, cthis scoundrel
who has deceived me?'
*Yes, fair lady, I have that honour.5
'Honour, forsooth! Then be good enough to send me
back to Venice, for I won't stay any longer with that scoun-
drel I was fool enough to listen to, and whose fine stories
turned my head. He was to find you at Milan, and there you
would give us the money to take us to Geneva, where, he
says, priests can marry by joining the Reformed Church.
He swore you expected us, and would wait for us at Milan.
Where he got the money to come on here with I do not
know. Thank God, he has found you at last, otherwise I
should have started to-morrow on foot begging my bread.
He sold all my things at Bergamo and Verona. Cursed be
the day I met him! Thank goodness, I have not listened to
him! I have his promise of marriage in writing; you can
put it in the fire if you like; but do send me back to Venice,
or I swear I will walk there.'
My brother sat listening to this long tirade, his head in
his hands. I felt at once that I was called on to take charge
of the girl, who was a regular Venetian, bold and coura'

